CROSSING   THE   ALPS

All of which Struck one as odd, and perhaps dis-
concerting. No danger whatever, in the July sun;
and yet deadly danger was waiting, hidden amid
those peaks, ready to pounce down upon travellers
in other seasons and weather. One had an irra-
tional sensation of insecurity.

Then an official warning stopped us: warning
not of death but of the Italkn Customs, alert to
examine the possessions with which we were
attempting to leave the country. Difficult to
believe that we were already practically at the top
of the pass, but we were, and 6,000 feet in the skies.
After all, what is 6,000 feet ? The whole city of
Johannesburg is as high, and no one thinks twice
about it. The chief of the customs came out to
me in the car, and spoke in English, and I shook
hands, being made instantly aware that he had ideas
on English literature which he was anxious to
express to a writer. He expressed these with
unsurpassable courtesy, and I expressed one or
two of mine with British clumsiness, and we
parted. The too brief interview was charming
and highly ceremonious. I would have talked on;
but no, he could not dream of delaying us, and
with bows he re-entered his office which was also
his home. I have often thought of him since,
eagerly Studying all manner of British authors, and
those authors not in the least aware that his Latin
eye was upon them, peering critically down from
the Alpine eyrie.

In a few minutes we came to a large, low building
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